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FOUR LOUISIANA FOLK-TALES. 

I. THE LITTLE BOY OF THE GOVERNMENT. 1 

There was once a woman who was very bad, and she had a daugh- 
ter who was as bad as she was. One day she had a son, but, instead 
of being glad, she was furious, and wrote to her husband that she 
was going to send him the boy for him to kill as he had done with 
the older children. But the boy had received from a man, to whom 
he had done a favor, a bow and six arrows which he had hidden and 
no one knew he had them. 

One day the mother received a letter telling her to send the child. 
She told him then to prepare to go with his sister and that they 
would meet a blue lake and a red prairie, but he was to pretend to 
be blind and was to say nothing, otherwise the bad spirits would catch 
him. The boy started with his sister, and they arrived at the blue 
lake. " Oh ! how pretty it is," said the child, and immediately the 
lake regained its ordinary color. 

" You are a fool," said the sister, " but you will pay me for this." 

They walked and walked until they reached the red prairie. " How 
pretty this is ! " said the boy, and immediately the prairie became 
green again. 

"What a fool you are," said the sister, "you will see what you 
will catch." 

On leaving the lake and the prairie the boy had heard a voice which 
said : " Thank you, thank you." 

Finally they arrived at the house of the father who was the Gov- 
ernment. He was very tall, and he had only one foot. He tried to 
catch the boy to kill him, but the latter took his bow and shot an 
arrow between each one of his father's toes, and one in his heart. As 
soon as the man was dead, the little voice which had said : " Thank 
you," found its body in the house of the Government and became a 
beautiful princess. " Oh ! it is you," said she to the boy, " who gave 
back their natural colors to my lake and my prairie, and who killed 
the Government who had robbed me of everything I had. I shall 
marry you, and we shall punish your mother and your sister, who 
killed your little brothers." The wedding took place and they sent 
me to relate it to you. 

II. THE KING AND THE THREE WOMEN. 

Once upon a time there was a King who was very rich and he wished 
to get married. That was, however, very difficult, for there were 

1 I, II, III. Related in the Creole dialect. Informant, Edme'e Dorsin, St. Mary 
Parish, La. 
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three women as pretty as couldbe who wished to marry him. Finally, 
not knowing what to do, he sent for them and asked each one what she 
would do for him if he married her. 

The first woman said : " I am so smart that I can make fine corn 
grow, and you will eat a great deal of hominy." 

"That is good," said the king. 

The second woman said : " I plant cotton, and you will have fine 
shirts, and beautiful pantaloons of yellow cottonade and of all colors." 

" That is very good also," said the King ; " and you, what can you 
do?" 

The third woman said : " I know neither how to cook nor to weave, 
but I will be the mother of a son who will be your very picture, and 
moreover he will have the devil for his cousin." 

No one knows whether it was the promise of a son or the wish to 
be related to the devil which decided the King, but he married the 
third woman. There was a great wedding to which everybody was 
invited, even the two women whom the King had refused to marry. 
They were so angry that they swore to avenge themselves. 

For a time everything went on well ; the King had his son, who 
was very bad, but when one is the cousin of the devil one cannot 
help being bad. One day the little prince was not in his bed, which 
was a cot. They looked for him everywhere, but they could not 
find him. The mother and the father were weeping so much that 
nobody knew what to do, and you may imagine if the two women 
were glad. But lo ! the devil came and asked, Why all those tears ? 
When they told him he promised to look for his little cousin, and he 
gave the job to hundreds of little devils. He himself was searching, 
but he found that his wife was acting strangely and he began to 
watch her. 

You all know that the devil and his wife are often fighting, for. 
when it rains and the sun shines at the same time, it is a sure sign 
that Madame Diable is getting a beating. Now the devil's wife, to 
bother her husband and to please the two women, had stolen the little 
prince and had hidden him at her house. The devil found this out, 
but he did not get angry and he did not beat his wife as was his cus- 
tom, because he was afraid she would kill the child, who would not be 
able to return to his father's house with his body but only as a ghost. 
He went then slyly and gave the little boy an egg, a comb, a peb- 
ble, and a mirror, and told him to run fast and to read on the paper in 
which the things were wrapped what he was to do with them. 

The little boy read while running, and soon he saw Madame Dia- 
ble behind him. Quickly he threw his egg: a lake was formed, and 
Madame Diable had to get a boat to cross over. She soon caught 
up with the boy, who threw his pebble : quickly a stone wall rose in 
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the road, and Madame Diable had to get an axe to break the wall. 
She ran again after the boy, who threw down his comb ; a great wood 
grew up, and Madame Diable had some trouble to pass through it. 
The little boy reached his father's house just when Madame Diable 
was stretching her hand to catch him. He turned his mirror toward 
her, and when she saw her horns, her red skin, her black teeth, and her 
green eyes, she was so much afraid and found herself so ugly, because 
there are no mirrors in hell, that she ran away and disappeared for- 
ever from the earth. From that time the King, his wife, and their 
little boy were perfectly happy. 

III. THE FEROCIOUS BEASTS. 

Long ago when the lions, the elephants, the tigers, and all this 
kind of vermin, lived on the banks of the Grand Lac, there was a 
woman who lived with her daughter on the banks of Bayou Teche. 
Her daughter had a lover who came to see her every day, but the 
mother did not wish any one to come to see her daughter, because 
she was afraid that some one would marry her and take her very far 
away where she would not be able to see her any more. 

One day the neighbors would tell the old woman : " We have seen 
your daughter with a lion in the wood behind the house," or, another 
day they would tell her : " How is it that your daughter walks about 
with a tiger without the tiger eating her ? " Other persons would 
say : " But your daughter is not one of God's creatures (an insane 
girl), and I saw her in the wood with a wild cat." 

The mother, at last, asked her daughter if it was the truth that was 
being said. The daughter, naturally, said that it was a lie, but the 
mother began to watch her and she saw that it was the truth, that her 
daughter was in the habit of associating with the wild beasts, without 
their doing her any harm. Then she said to herself : " They must be 
tame beasts, for my daughter feeds them without their doing her any 
harm, and she does not want to tell me so because she is afraid that 
I will prevent her from seeing them." 

The mother was glad to see the kind heart of her daughter, and, as 
she had some supper remaining, she went out to feed the beasts. She 
went to a lion which ran after her, and which would have eaten her 
up, if she had not closed her gate. After that the old woman could 
not put her foot out of her house without a beast coming to run after 
her. 

The poor old woman was half crazy, she was so much afraid, and 
she did not know what to do. One day she saw a little bird which 
told her that the animals would continue to be good to her daughter 
and bad to her, if she did not let her daughter marry the young man 
whom she loved. You may imagine that in order to make the wild 
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beasts go away, she said yes, and there was a grand wedding, where I 
danced a great deal, although I was only two years old, and now I am 
more than one hundred years old. 

But how angry the mother was when she heard it was her son-in- 
law who changed himself into good beasts for her daughter and into 
bad beasts for her. But she was so much afraid of him that she did 
not dare to say anything. Fortunately that man is now dead, and 
he was the last zombi (wizard) around here. 

IV. HOW THE ASH-TREE GREW. 1 

Did I ever tell you how the ash-tree grew ? No ? Well, I will tell 
you now. Once upon a time there was a man who had many slaves, 
and among them was one who was so lazy you never could make him 
work. Every day his master used to ring the bell in the morning and 
every slave but the lazy one would go to work, and he would always 
find an excuse not to go. One day he had toothache ; his master 
had his teeth fixed. One day he had a sore leg ; his master had his 
leg treated. One day he had the stomach-ache ; his master gave him 
physic. I must tell you that all masters were not bad ; many took 
good care of their slaves. 

When the lazy slave did not know what to say, he would say he 
had some inside sickness that neither the doctor nor his master 
could see. But all patience comes to an end. The master put 
some one to watch what the slave did when he remained at home. 
What do you think he saw ? the lazy slave, who was no more sick 
than you or me. He was quietly sitting in his room working, toe, toe, 
toe, on a pair of shoes that he was making to sell to the poor white 
folks who lived in the neighborhood. 

When the master heard that, he was so angry that he ordered all his 
men to pile straw and wood around the house. He put it on fire 
and threw some barbed wire into it so that the slave could not run 
through the flames. He was, however, so busy with his toe, toe, toe, 
that he did not see or hear anything before it was too late. All 
this, you say, has nothing to do with how the ash tree grew, but wait 
a minute. As I told you, everything in the house was burned and the 
slave also. One day the master saw a little tree grow on the spot 
where the house had stood, and the tree grew and grew and became 
a large tree. As it was a new tree which no one knew they called it 
ash tree, as it grew from the ashes of a man, and as that man was a 
shoemaker all the shoemakers' lasts are made of ash wood. 

Alce"e Fortier. 
Tulane University of Louisiana, 
New Orleans. 

1 Related in English. Informant, Liza Ann, St. Mary Parish, La. 



